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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE Author of the following Lines flat- 
ters himſelf that the kind, tho' unex- 
pected Reception, they met with on their 
firſt Impreſſion, will be a ſufficient Excuſe 
for his venturing on another, He has only 
to inform the Reader, that they have been 
lately printed in a moſt incorrect Manner in 
London; what their Succeſs has been there, 
he is ignorant of, nor can he promiſe him- 
ſelf much from ſo diſadvantageous an Ap- 
pearance, He has taken the Liberty to ſub- 
Join a few others of a different Taſte, many 
Readers not having a Reliſh for Pieces, 
where the Imagination is the Principal, he 
might have ſaid the only, Standard for Cri- 
ticiſm, as is the Caſe in this. The Flights 
in the laſt Copy of Verſes muſt not be un- 

derſtood his real Sentiments; the Subject 
and the Efforts of Imitation, requiring a 
Manner of Expreſſion very different from 
his own Judgment. He takes this Method 
of returning his moſt grateful Acknowledg- 
ments for the Indulgencg, with which theſe 
Attempts have been honoured by Perions, 

whole Names are too eminent to be prefixed 


to ſuch Trifles, 
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LANDSCAPE. 


N blooming Youth, and virgin Beauty gay, | 
[ The Hours, roſe-crown'd, lead on the Infant 
Year, 


Their Smiles, with gentleſt Affluence, promiſe 
May, | 
And the new Spring revives the Heart of Care; 


Emblem of Youth and Love, with genial Force 
Compels half-willing Nature to be bleſt; 

The Rigour ſooths of the primeval Curſe, 
And with abundant Warmth inſpires her Breaft. 
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And now, ſupported by a ſilver Fleece, 
I ſee the vernal Pow'r all bright ariſe; 
Encircling Splendor, lambent from his Face, 
Spreads new Effulgence o'er the joyful Skies. 
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On him behold! what radiant Forms attend, 
Plenty, with Hand benign, ſupplying Wants; 
F* Pleaſure, with heighten'd Smile by Senſe reſtrain'd, 


And Health, whoſe ruddy Cheek fair Virtue paints. 

EL See calm Philoſophy, ſerenely bleſt, 

With chearful Thought, with Brow compos'd and 
Reflection. Inmate of the Sage's Breaſt, [even ! 

And Contemplation, with her Eye on Heav'n. 

. Love, 

5 * Alluding to the Curſe pronounced on the Earth at the Fall, 
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Love, at his Feet, ſurveys his Store of Arms, 
The future Bane of many a Youth and Maid ; 

Spring gives a livelier Force to Love's Alarms, 
Who meditates new Conqueſts by his Aid. 


There too harmonious move the Virgin Nine, 
ueens of ſoft Song and Fancy's Rapture ſweet ! 

With her, whoſe Hand directs by Art divine, 
The Painter's Thoughts in blended Dyes to meet, 


Hark ! how the Spring ſalutes the ſmiling Dawn, 

And calls young Phebus earlier from the Eaſt, - 
To taſte the Fragrance of the dewy Lawn, 

Where Nature pours her Sweets to grace the Feaſt, 


Mean while their Notes the warbling Band ſupply, 
Sweet Band ! by Love's ſoft Pow'r both taught and 


The Lark high-tow'ring thro? the vocal Sky, [paid; 


The Linnet, Chantreſs of the lowly Mead: 


The Robin, Friend of far leſs gentle Man, 
The Gold-finch, dreſs'd by Nature's laviſh Hand, 


The lonely Cuckoo, the aſpiring Wren, 
Call'd by the Spring, obey the kind Command ; 


Nor let the conſtant Turtle be forgot, 

Whoſe Plaints the ſympathizing Boſom move ; 
Who feels the ill-requited Lover's Lot, 

And does not ſigh to hear the 'Turtle's Love? 


Thee * too, ſwift Herald of the Summer's Beam! 
Fleeting as Vows profeſſing Woman ſwears, 
Soon as I ſee thee ſkim the curling Stream, 
My Heart attempts to break its Yoke of Cares. 


All hail ! who thus the Gloom of Grief can chear, 
Make anxious Prudence wear the Face of Folly, 

Turn Sorrow's Edge, and ſhew acute Deſpair 
Transform'd to Nag | N 


Come, 
» Tix Swallow, 
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Come, ye dear Partners of my lonely Hours, 
Silence and muſing Thought, and Fancy free, 
My only Miſtreſs now ! the rural Pow'rs 

Call us the Landſcape of the Spring to ſee. 


Nature the Pallat holds, the Canvas ſpreads, 

* Fill'd with her Colours, Art the Pencil guides; 
Where Fancy heightens, Judgment blends his Shades, 
' Truth only o'er the Draught ſupreme preſides. 


Hence empty Noiſe! far hence more empty Crowd, 
Trim Sons of Faſhion, or the ſordid Race! 
Ot vain Opinion's worthleſs Trappings proud; 
. Hence from the ſilent, unworn Paths of Peace. 
From theſe by bright Imagination led 
I mount the Summit of a pendent Hill, 
The feather'd Spring ſings round me as I tread, 
And ſcarce admits to hear the diſtant Rill. 
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Hence I ſurvey th'indented Vale below, 

> Silver'd in Mazes by the Riv'let clear; 

> While on the Banks a Thouſand Indias blow, 
The voluntary Fragrance of the Year. 


The tender Primroſe, Child of matin Dew; 
> The velvet Cowſlip, waving in the Wind; 
Sweet Violets, ſurpaſſing Tyrian Blue, 

And pale Narci/us, with ſad Head reclin'd. 


4 Nor is there not the golden Crocus there, | 
And Lady's Smock, unſpotted as a Maid; | 
The paſt'ral Daffodil, and Woodbine fair; 
And carpet Daifees o er the Meadow ſpread. 
Now am'rous Zephyr ſighs in rich Perfumes, 
Flora his Vows in Hawthorn Bow'rs receives; 
3 Whilſt loſt in Joy he trembles o'er the Blooms, 
And each complying Flower ſpreads its ER . 
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Theſe Nature yields to deck the rural Fair, 
Or wreathe in Garlands, ſa:red to the May; | 
'The Nymph as ſweet, who binds with theſe her Hair, Þ 
And, who the Garland bears, the Youth as gay. 


Not ſuch th'unwilling Garden's foppiſh Growth, 
Gawdy from Dung, and forc'd to be mature: 

Theſe know no Gard'ner, but the kindly South, 
Alike from Art, from Toil, from Ay'rice pure. 


So the uncourtly Nymph, with native Grace 
And Charms unborrow'd, can create Deſire 
Sooner than ſhe, whoſe Bluſh-diſſembling Face, 

Tho' rob'd in Gold, but kindles painted Fire. 


While thus I moralize the ruſtic Song, 
Another Object calls me from my Theme, 

To where the prat'ling Riv'let ſteals along, 
And dimpling ſmiles at So/'s reflected Beam. 


Its Verge, a rugged Crag, whoſe ſurly Brow wn 
Frowns o'er the Baſe with Ruſh and Oſier fring' d: 
Oſier, that drinks with Branches ſtooping low W 
The painted Flood, by dark Reflection ting'd. 1 
A golden Sun-beam, peeping from behind, nt 
The Summit wild with bord'ring Radiance crowns, [2 
And ſmiles thro' Boughs, that ſhrink before the Wind, 4 
While matted Thorn the moſly Steep imbrowns. | 
There ſtands, the Victim of ſome raving Blaſt, | 8 
The ſhapeleſs Ruin of an antient Oak; 3 
Around to browzing Goats a rough Repaſt, 14 
Thick Brambles creep, deſcending to the Brook. 
Near this I view (amid ſurrounding Trees c 
The rev'rend Rook's Abode) a Pile appear, . 
Which nodding o'er the Stream it's Turrets ſees 2 
Dance on the Wave, aſcending downward there. = de 
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The Frowns of Time infurrow deep it's Walls, 
Whilom the Seat of Mirth and ſocial Joys; 

All round inſinuating Ivy crawls, 
And Stateſman like, it's Patron's Strength deſtroys. 


Here as I muſe, inſpir'd with ſacred Awe, 
Methinks I ſee the Pomp of antient Knights, 

Whoſe Souls, devoid of All but honour's Law, 
Knew not to call the Pranks of Vice Delights. 


Their healthful Dames, to Merit only kind, 
Join'd ſplendid in the ſtately Maſque ſecure ; 
Where not a Thought to Ribaldry inclin'd, 
No glowing Cheek confeſs'd a Bluſh impure. 


Raptur'd I hear the Trumpet's filver Sound, 

Which calls the Warriors, arm'd in Beauty's Cauſe: 
While mimick Gods, invok'd deſcend around, 

And the full Chorus ſwells with loud Applauſe. 


Or elſe * Inſtruction, clad in myſtic Lays, 
Gives Senſe a Form, and makes ſage Prudence plead ; 
Tho' Pleaſure's Pow'r deludes a Thouſand Ways, 


Virtue, in vain oppreſs'd, exalts her Head. 


Then ſweeteſt Numbers tune th'attentive Soul, | 
And + Laws and M11.Tox join their ſacred Arts; 
+ Unlike the modern, Midnight Revel foul, 
Where Pageant Folly draws unthinking Hearts. 


Still o'er the Halls, if rural Fame ſay true, | 
When Moon light Gleams the ſolemn Duſk pervade, 
The dapper Fairies dance, a joyous Crew ! 
And pace with many a Round the filent Shade. _ 
B In 
* See Co us, and many others of the ſame Nature. 
＋ A celebrated Compoſer in the Beginning of the laſt Century. 


The ſhameful Difference between what is now called a Drum, 
and the elegant Entertainments of Muſick „Painting and Poetry uni- 


5 ted in what our Anceſtors ſtiled a Maſque, is too obvious to a Reader 
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In antique Guiſe array'd, they court their Dames, 
Trip o'er the Field and up the Woodland ſtray ? g 
Or feaſt on moſſy Banks, where darkling Streams, 5. 
Flow murm'ring on, impatient for the Day. . 


But when the Cock his Morning Song eſſays, 1 
And now the dappled Dawn contends with Night, 1 \ 
Quick to mid Air, where Meteors faintly blaze, b 
They fly, and loſe their ſubtle Forms in Light. 


Their Footſteps, in my Morning Walk, I trace 5 
Where the ſhort Herb a ſmoother Verdure yields; | 

In gliſt'ning Circles, o'er the varniſh'd Grafs, $: 
Till Noon-day Phebas dries the moiſtned Fields. 


My eager Eye thence all around I feaſt, E 
From the lone Willow bending o'er the Flood. 

To where white Torrents pour with frothy Haſte, 5 
Or ſullen wander thro” th* embow'ring Wood. 


| = 
Far in blue Diſtance, fainter Mountains riſe, wm 

Loſt in the Clouds and ſcarce diſtin to Sight; . | | 
While various Colours tinge the Orient Skies, 8 

Here Purple Fleeces, there an Azure bright. T 


A thouſand Dyes, a thouſand varied Shapes br 
Cloathe the embroider'd Clouds with nameleſs Hues, < 

Yet this unheeded, every Eye eſcapes, 5 
But when the Poet, or the Painter views. 3 


O happy Arts! who thus each Charm improve 3 
That Nature ſhews to glad the human Breaſt; = 7 

*Tis yours the latent Springs of Joy to move £ 
And teach the Mind from Trifles to be bleſt! 


This be my Wiſh! intent on humbleſt Things, 
Taught by the Muſe to find out Beauty there ; 
Forgetting, while her lowly Strain ſhe ſings, 


The Wounds of Falſehood, and the Frowns of Care. 
The END. A 
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Jo a FRIEND on the Loſs of his MisrRESs. 


AY, Philo, why ſuch ſwelling Sighs 
Divulge deep Grief, in vain ſuppreſt? 


ö Why Sorrow floats upon thoſe Eyes, 


Or in ſad Motion heaves thy Breaſt? 


[5 Why ſteals that Tear, the Child of Woe ! 


Soft-trickling down thy Cheek unfelt? 


[ Why now thy red'ning Eye-balls glow ? 


Why doſt thou ſtart, and pauſe—and melt? 


Why thus unſettled Bluſhes taint 

Thy manly Cheek with ſhort-liv'd Fires? 
Why is thy Voice diſſolv'd and faint ? 

And why thy ſprightly Warmth expires? 


No more the painted Smiles of Spring 
With gay Allurement feaſt thy Sight; 
Unheeded now the grateful String 
In vain returns well-tun'd Delight. 


Wrapt in dun Shades, where Silence reigns, 
From Muſick, Mirth and Man you fly; 
Sigh, where the widow'd Dove complains, 
And where the Fountain murmurs, figh ! 


Of Day impatient, wiſh for Night, 
Then ſleepleſs long for Day again; 
When Morning dawns you curſe the Light; 
Sad Circumſtance of heart-fick Pain 


Oft, loft in racking Thought, you ſtray 
Where Moonlight glances o'er the Grove: 


Alas I fear!—my Philo, ſay 


What can this be, if tis not Love? | 
B 2 By 
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By female Pride, ſay art thou taught | 
To know the lighted Lover's Pain? | 
Or female Falſehood, hapleſs Thought! <2 0-4 
Makes conſtant Philo ſigh in vain ? 


* For Years, methinks the Youth replies, 1 
* All mutual did our Paſſions move; 

„ But now the tranſient Viſion flies, 
* Ah what a Dream is Woman's Love!” 


Calcus, in tinſel Trappings dreſt, 
Stole faithleſs Anna's Heart away; 5 
By jocky Mien, and gawdy Veſt = 
Too ſoon allur'd, the falls a Prey. N 


Sometimes the Fav'rite ſpeechleſs ſtands, 
Nor knows ſoft Paſſion's Voice to prove; 
She thinks mute Awe his Tongue commands, 

And what is Dulneſs conſtrues Love. 


Or ſhould he ſpeak, unyok'd of Thought, 
Quick from his Lips ſoft Nonſence falls; 

Raptur'd ſhe thinks his Reaſon caught, 
And Paſſion yielding Senſe enthralls. 


Each Blemiſh thus, that Nature knows, 
When partial Fancy views, can move; 

The Heart to Error gladly goes, 1 
And All is faultleſs that we love. * 


Nor wonder, Phils, Anna's Heart | 5 
That Folly could ſo ſoon ſubdue; 
Thouſands like her from Truth depart, 
And thouſands ſigh as well as you. 


Raſh Youths, by flatt'ring Beauty caught, 
'The lovely Phantom ſoon adore; 

Till by heart-rending Precepts taught, 
On the falſe Shade they doat no more. 


* * 
; wa 
. 
+ ; 7 f 
Ss * 
PL 
av 
2 


_— —— — —— — — 


3 (13) 
Thus flat*tring round the Taper's Light, 
| Fondly the ſilken Moth admires ; 
Thinks harmleſs All, as well as bright, 
But feels too late the ſcorching Fires. 


The Charms that paint the Fair-one's Face, 
Quick as the bloomy Spring remove: 
Nor hope for 'Truth, when they embrace, 

For, like their Beauty, fades their Love. 


As Cynthia gilds the Summer Skies 

With doubtful Light that cheats the View; 
So female Paſſion ſhines and dies, 

As bright, and as uncertain too. 


CLAUDIO. 


Laudio, to ev'ry Beam of Merit blind, 
Still from a juſt Applauſe contracts his Mind; 

Each Art to aid or pleaſe Mankind he ſcorns, 
Vet envious of thoſe Arts his Boſom burns. 
But, as Narciſſus found, the Thing he loves 
An empty, worthleſs, fickle Shadow proves; 
Yet Claudio's happy, for he need not fear 
While he himſelf admires, a Rival there. 


The KISS. 


s 
OVE round the painted Meadow flies, 
Where Flow'rs in varied Beauty riſe ; 
Extracts from each her favourite Sweet, 
And now in Phebe's Lips they meet: 
Thoſe Lips excell the fragrant Fields, 
Outrival All that Nature yields; 
Exhauſtleſs ſtill their balmy Store, 
Ihe more ] taſte, they give the more. 
80 
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So when the * Phrygian Youth ſurvey'd 
The Queen of Jove, the blue-ey'd Maid 
And Beauty's Goddeſs, unattir'd, 

The more he ſaw, he more admir'd. 


Take from me Gods ! Ambition's Aim, 
Take from me Titles, Wealth and Fame; 
And let my Lot reſemble his, 

And give me more in Phebe's Kiſs! 


5 


* Paris, 


The KISS ſelen, 
HIS, this is Life ! All elſe a Dream, 


This is the true Promethenn Flame, 
From Heaven by daring Theft convey'd, 
Yet by the Prize the Riſque o'erpaid : 
This calls each feeble Pulſe to move, 
And gives the Heart a Life of Love. 


But if to ſteal thoſe heav'nly Fires 
A Puniſhment like 5518 requires, 
While with the recent Theft I glow, 
O fix me on that Breaſt of Snow ! 
There let me Janguiſh Years away, 
And Love ſhall on my Vitals prey ; 
Nor ſhall I wiſh, while captive there, 
Officious Hercules too near. 


On IRREGULARITY. 


In Imitation of MiLTox's L'ALLEGRO. 


E N CE taſteleſs Conſtancy ! 


Child of dull Spleen and tim'rous Diffidence, 
Who chain th” enſlaved Senſe, 


And ſhroud fair Truth's wide Paths from Reaſon'sEye: 
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Find out ſome frozen Clime, | 
Where icy Bonds confine the fetter'd Streams, 
And the Sun never beams; 
There in the Gloom that curtains lazy Night 
Far from the Eye of Light, 
With tedious Finger wind up heavy Time, 
But ever let me wait on thee 
Sweet lrregularity! 
Goddeſs ever cheare and gay, 
Prompt with rec#/e/s Thought to ſtray, 
Thro' ſplendent Palaces in Air 
To fly the fallow Monſter, Care. 
And where thy free- born Comrade leads, 
To ſeek the Road that Pleaſure treads. 
Thee, Nymph, thy Mother Fancy bore 
To Proteus on the ſea-girt Shore 
Of Delos, e'er the high Command 
Of 7ove confirm'd the floating Land. 
| Thence to the boundleſs Deſart led, 
Where hoary Atlas lifts his Head, 
Thee Liberty attended ranging, 
And kindred Cynthia ever-changing. 
While virgin Honours ſteel'd her Breaſt, 
By blue-ey'd Pallas's beheſt, 
Yet could thy Boſom freely burn, 
Tho' taught as well the Yoke to ſcorn, 
Thy Love no other Flame requires, 
But what bright Inclination fires. 


Come thou, and head thy jocund Train, 
Light dancing o'er the varied Plain, 
While round thee all-harmonjous throng, 
The thrice three Goddeſſes of Song: 
Smiling Content, thy Harbinger, 
With jolly Aſpe& ſpeaks thee near: 
Occaſion, ſickly Nymph, he leads, 
And ever as her Beauty fades, 

His 
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His genial Kiſſes All renew, 

And paint her Cheek with crimſon Hue. 
Behind thee Mirth augments the Crowd, 
Still kept in Tune by Laughter loud, 

And company'd by many a Spright 

In Tulip Liv'ries gayly dight : 

Theſe fill the joyous Chorus round, 
While faint-voic'd Sorrow's Plaints are drown'd. 
Here Quibbles, Fanus-fac'd, and Tales 

Of wanton Guiſe, where 7e prevails : 
Sly Gravity, and honeſt Art, 

And every Warmer of the Heart, 
Thro' Midnight here their Revels hold, 
And make the inmoſt Soul unfold ; 

While Song and Dar ce and Wine allow 
Their Sweets, no Hour we mind but Now, 
Scorning old Time's tyrannic Chain, 

Day interrupts our Sport in vain: 

And Love without a Fetter flies 

To where the willing Fair one lies, 

All Bonds, all ſlaviſn Ties diſdaining, 
Repairing Loſſes, not complaining: 

Thus thro' the Maze of Life we ſtray, 
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